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WILLIAM MANN, ESQ., OF WAINPORD, 

THIS LITTLE VOLUME IS INSCRIBED, 



AS A SMALL TOKEN 



OP ESTEEM AND AFFECTION, 



AND AS A FAINT EXPRESSION OP THE 



AUTHOR'S GRATITUDE. 



Quaint and irregular as this poem is, it solicits 
favour and forgiveness. The story by which it is 
strung together is founded on facts. The fall of 
Yarmouth Bridge must be still fresh in the recollection 
of all ; and, assuming the production of a poem to be a 
pardonable offence, it seemed better to commemorate 
such a sadly interesting event, than to draw upon the 
almost exhausted stores of imagination or tradition. 



THE PARTING AND THE MEETING, 



THE BURIAL OF YARMOUTH BRIDGE. 



The dark man loves the desert sand 

Beside some rolling river. 
And the young children round him stand, 

Like arrows in the quiver : 
With them he mocks the winged fate. 
With them he triumphs in the gate ; 
With them a hardy, healthy clan. 
How blest is this barbarian ! 
The dark man takes a wife of youth. 
He tastes his dreams of early truth ; 
No gold has he, his couch's bane. 
No pomp beyond his desert train ; 
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And, when he sinks at death's behest. 
No scutcheon marks his sandy rest. 
Far other than such Orient race. 
With all their mild and modest grace. 
Are Europe's daughters, though they be 
In tale and song surnamed the free. 
Yes, mothers make their maidens pale 
Bow down before the glittering Baal, 
And count, forsooth, their victims blest. 
Because for gorgeous altars drest — 
Yes, Hymen's robe of amorous fold 
Is saffron still, the tint of gold — 
Such age, alas ! had severed thee. 
Sweet Ruth, from thine own Naomi. 

It is not dissolution now 

Alone that stains a lover's brow : 

Such bitterness may pass away 

Beneath calm Resignation's ray ; 

And such bereaved ones may be seen 

At eve, above the churchyard green. 

Strewing it with immortal flowers. 

To the warning voice of the waning hours. 

There is a selfishness in Death, 

To have drank the loved one's latest breath; 

To think that her sweet eyes looked on none 

Later than you, the favoured one : 



THE BUKIAL OF YARMOUTH BRIDGE. » 

But, when between two ardent souls 

A molten gulf of treasure rolls ; 

When Mammon between these lets fall 

His impious partition wall, 

And bids them never love again, 

Except for penury and pain ; 

Then fiends on life's quick heart-strings feed ; 

This is a living death indeed. 

Many will laugh, but fate is so 
With more than one in this world of woe ; 
Tho' one alone in this verse is found. 
Whose sleep is now supremely sound. 
I bear the song of a maiden's death, 
Whose soul was gone before her breath ; 
How she paited from her lover, 
And how she met when all was over. 



She was the pride of Yare's sweet banks. 
Who roams along his yellow ranks 
Of com and flowers, and sings his song 
All dreamily the whole day long: 
She was the Flora of that land. 
The beauty of the beaten sand ; 
And, if she loved, believe them not 
Who say young love is like a blot 
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That falls athwart the fairest heart. 
And gives it cause for after smart — 
True she was poor, but such a thought 
Had no corroding sorrows brought ; 
Sweet simple thing, she thought our life 
Was like a bird's ; that never strife 
Could interpose its stern condition 
Between her love and its fruition. 

Sweet Clara loved, and sooth there came 

For such sweet love an equal flame, 

A swain as bright as she was fair ; 

I fancy they were as free as air : 

They wandered mid the swathes of com ; 

They wandered by the moon's pale horn, 

As rolled the tide on that pleasant shore. 

As it shall roll for evermore. 

Till Clara wakes up from her grave 

Where the corn nods o'er Yare's sweet wave. 

When the summer sun had long been set, 

Clara would murmur, "go not yet," 

And nearer and closer still she prest 

Her lover to her snowy breast, 

Where the hot blood rose and fell. 

Like wine in an alabaster well. 

They trod the brink of perfect bliss. 

Which better than enjoyment is. 
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For Modesty had found her mate, 
And love was of so short a date. 
That neither of the twain had heard 
Of such a name as hope deferred. 

Ere long their budding love had grown 

To ripeness, but now not unknown ; 

For there were others to decide ; 

And sometimes friends in all beside 

Will sever with unscrupulous art 

Its sovereign from a young girl's heart ; 

To give her joy would gladly die. 

And doom her yet to misery. 

Such friends had Clara, and they told 

How guilt seemed joined with want of gold ; 

How soon the tint of love's young dream 

Would lose its unabiding gleam. 

And, like a fairy palace, all 

Their fancy-woven fabric fall : 

But Clara answered them and said, 

A thousand blessings on her head, 

Tho' now 'tis lowly laid, that '' grief 

Would but set off, in bright relief. 

The constant love of him who chose 

A wife in spite of all earth's woes." 

When Charles was warned, and as before 
Made answer, they rebuked him sore ; 
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They said, " 'twas well enough for him ; 
A man, forsooth, might sink or swim ; 
But a weak woman, who had known 
Life's many cares by speech alone. 
Was, when begirt with pauper's ring, 
A very pitiable thing. 
He, if he prospered, when he wed. 
Could hope for nought but daily bread ; 
And, if by death or slow decay 
That only prop was rent away. 
They did not dare to fancy what 
Would be their darling Clara's lot : 
Worn out, perchance, by wedding vows. 
She still would tend her pining spouse. 
Or wither, without fire or food. 
In pinched and rayless widowhood." 

This last blow conquered Charles ; he cared 

Himself but little how he fared ; 

For Clara, in the deadliest fight. 

He would have met with monster might ; 

But if the struggle could have brought 

One pang to her for whom he fought. 

He would have cried, " In me behold 

A man most timid and most bold ; 

I laugh at slaughtering wounds, sweet mate. 

But faint if you regret my fate." 



THE BURIAL OF YARMOUTH BRIDGE. 13 

The reasoning seemed too clear and true^ 
And closer his conviction grew ; 
He almost felt, I know not why. 
That he had loved too selfishly. 

That eve he sought his love, but he 

Was not the same he used to be : 

The farther they together walked. 

The sweeter that his Clara talked. 

He felt his ripening purpose warm ; 

He had a duty to perform ; 

A duty not to self, but her. 

And that he might not shirk nor slur. 

He could not proffer each by each 

His reasons in a rounded speech ; 

He felt the words stick in his throat ; 

In either eye there danced a mote ; 

He summoned strength, and the words were 

spoken. 
But his golden bowl of joy was broken. 
Clara gave a low, short moan ; 
She gazed at him Uke a girl of stone ; 
And the light of reason ceased to bum 

On lip, and cheek, and eye. 
Like the purple flowers that at sunset turn 

To a cold, white vacancy. 
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Soon she woke to life again. 
With her forehead's small blue vein 
All distended now and throbbing, 
Fit to burst her sides with sobbing ; 
But Charles now had found a tongue. 
And round her wofulness he flung 
All remedies that he could find 
To soothe a desolated mind ; 
Nor ceased to teU her that he had 
A bosom more than twice as sad ; 
For her own sake she should forgive. 
For, if they loved, they could not live. 
She spoke the word, farewell she bid. 
But, ah! she wist not what she did; 
And, ah ! the evening had not fled. 
Before she wished that word unsaid : 
She would have chosen to live on. 
If others spurned, with one alone ; 
To wander mid the sea-weed crags ; 
To live in poverty and rags ; 
To gather samphire for the mart ; 
To perish, rather than to part. 

Her sleep was feverish, and the mom 
In freshness found her still forlorn. 
With nothing where her eye could pitch. 
And feel itself in one thing rich. 
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She rose, and throwing back her hair 
Disordered as her own despair, 
To dear old scenes once more she bent 
Her sad steps, staggering as she went. 
Is there expression in the face 
Of a well-known, familiar place ? 
And have the trees and hedgerows eyes, 
Wherewith they see, and sympathise ? 
It seemeth so, the fairy flowers 
Look different at different hours. 
And their old smiles, methinks, deny 
To those who part sweet company. 
Poor Clara thought so, yet 'twas sweet 
With such true witnesses to meet ; 
And, if they gave her no relief. 
At least they gratified her grief. 

Thus she lived on, and Charles' heart 

Of Clara's was the counterpart : 

He used to hear her well-known feet 

Come sounding down the quaint old street ; 

He used to hear her voice sometimes. 

As sweet as childhood's village chimes ; 

But dared not look her in the face. 

For fear her tears should flow apace. 

Better were he beneath the sod. 

His fair frame dust, and his soul with God ; 
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And better were she in cold walls barred. 
Like the famed spouse of Abelard ; 
Than living and loving within few feet. 
With power, but not the will to meet. 



AU who die shall meet again ; 

Every shrunk and shrivelled vein 

Shall its crimson tide recall. 

Fence of bones, and fleshly wall. 

All the murdered shall awake 

Out of sleep by bush or brake. 

From holy Abel to the last 

On whom those lonely pangs have past. 

The deep sea shall give up its dead. 

And the veil of secrets spread 

On human sin, in one great day. 

Shall all be rent and torn away. 

But some who part shall meet before 

Their earthly pilgrimage is o'er ; 

Perchance, in its extremest stage. 

In failing strength and hoar old age ; 

Perchance, when one of those who meet 

Already waits the burier's feet; 

And thus it chanced with Charles and Clara, 

From her death-bed he was her bearer. 
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The light fell on the heaving sea 

One evening, quite as lovelily 

As when th' impassioned youth and maid 

Had by its sapphire sunset strayed. 

The bower of clouds, where Cynthia burned. 

Had many an eye towards it turned. 

Which sought the weather from its ray — 

The morrow was a holiday. 

The moonshine did not seem to grieve, 

Alas ! on that prophetic eve ; 

The waves they talked one to another 

A language that we cannot tell. 
Each wave talking to its brother, 

Like a little wandering bell. 
But did no seers discover then 
The death-lights dancing in the fen. 
With a dull, unearthly gleam. 
O'er the progress of the stream. 
Flashing out unheeded warning 
Of the horrors of the morning ? 
When the tide o'er which they hover 
Shall have passed the marsh land over. 
When it reaches to the town. 
Shall the bridge be broken down ; 
Sire and grandsire, son and daughter. 
Shall be sucked beneath its water. 
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Morning came on spire and steeple. 

From her bath of golden beam. 
When a string of festive people 

Seemed to span the gladsome stream. 
The frail bridge hung o*er the billow. 

Thrilled by every vagrant breeze. 
Like a branch of bending willow. 

Burdened with a swarm of bees ; 
Crowded in its topmost places. 

Clung to in its arching shades, 
With a host of infant faces. 

Smiling thro' the balustrades. 
Nothing looked like melancholy. 

As, the dancing waves adown. 
Came the white-plumed birds of folly. 

Piloting the motley clown. 
A tub of curious aspect held 
That clown, drest as in days of eld; 
Except in temper, of the seas 
You'd call him the Diogenes.* 
Each mouth was opened for applause. 
Each hand was raised in folly's cause ; 
They little deemed 'twas to prepare 
For the last struggle of despair, 

* It may be necessary to explain, that the crowded state of the 
bridge arose from the proclamation of a clown, that he intended 
to pass under it in a washing tub, drawn by geese. 
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Who then so blithefully looked down 

On the sea chariot of the clown ; 

For yells, which, those who heard them, yet 

By night or day can ne'er forget; 

For battling in the blood-stained tide 

With friends who fastened to^ their side. 

Their sand ran &st, an ominous crack 
Was prophet of the coming wrack ; 
Twas followed by an instant rush 
Of answering feet, a scream, a crush ; 
And then at once the tortured bridge 
Seemed to collapse into a ridge. 
To hurl its load as from a shelf. 
And then to follow them itself.* 
Oh, Mercy ! what a scene was there. 
The waters leapt up into air. 
And mangled, in their eddying strife. 
Forms midway between death and life ! 
And the deep cry of drowning men 
Had found a thousand echoes then. 
And hastened on electric wings. 
The herald of all hideous things. 



* " The chains on one side gave way, and the bridge fell on 
that side like the leaf of a table let down, pouring the crowd upon 
it into the water." — Ann. Beg., 1845. 
B 



20 THE PARTING AND THE MEETING, OR 

There is a calm, we well know whence, 

In any plague or pestilence ; 

We feel disease will end in death. 

But still have time to draw our breath ; 

And time's minutest point is well 

For man, before Death's article : 

But here the vital spark had fled 

Ere scarce a moment's course had sped. 

And that £rom life to inanition 

Is certainly a quick transition. 

And then the sunbeams came and smiled. 

As if to mock a woe so wild. 

On faithless pillars snapt and rent. 

And blood-emblazoned battlement. 

Still fawned on by the fickle tide. 

Like a fiend unsatisfied. 

All living souls, each sex and age. 
Came crowding to the dreadful stage. 
And, quick as thought, the startling sound 
Was spread thro' aU the country round : 
Scarce one who did not mourn a friend. 
And none who did not fear such end 
For all the dear ones whom his eye 
Had found not in its scrutiny. 
The river banks were clustered o'er 
With bands, who sat upon the shore 



THE BURIAL OF YARMOUTH BRIDGE. 21 

In speechless woe, or elbow deep 
Who dived into the stream so steep. 
And thought they worked to purpose, tho' 
The dead were drifting far below. 
And, ever and anon, would come 
A half-suppressed and stifled hum, 
As some poor body, by the hook, • 
Was drawn from out its watery nook. 
And laid upon the oozy ground, 
A cruel sight, half crushed, half drowned. 

Here too came Charles among the rest, 
Tho' there was little in his breast. 
And little in his languid eye 
Of grief, or curiosity. 
It is too true that, when we place 
Some prize before our mortal race. 
Some glorious jewel that is worth 
All other joys and gains of earth. 
And suddenly this gem has flown 
By other failure than our own, 
Then all at once is quenched the fire 
Of emulation and desire ; 
And, by some process of the mind. 
Our maddening grief becomes refined. 
Sublimely sad, and softened wholly 
Into a listless melancholy. 
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Such heart had Charles ; he once could feel 

Too much for human woe or weal. 

But now had passed this ruin by. 

Without the tribute of a sigh — 

I said that none were £ree from fear ; 

He was the one exception here. 

'Twas strange — ^the veriest breath of wind 

To his fond soul had seemed unkind. 

Lest it should fall too brave and bleak 

Upon the rose of Clara's cheek ; 

But now, in jaws of deadly harm. 

He went his way composed and calm. 

Whether, as sometimes is the case. 

Our mortal fears are out of place ; 

But when we say, *'all safe,** "all peace," 

That instant does our safety cease ; 

Or whether Clara seemed too good. 

Too virtuous for the raging flood. 

He cannot tell : a dreadM blank 

Dwells on the memory of that bank. 

He went his way, but gazing round 
Once more on that great battle groimd. 
He saw the waters point the hand 
Of a dead girl to the land ; 
Her long hair all damp and dripping. 
With successive surges dipping, 
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One of Eve's enchanting daughters. 
Tossed upon the drowning waters : 
The death-foam was on her mouth. 
That lately smelt like the swedt south. 
And her changing features knew 
That which is the mermaid's hue : 
Such a corpse would Clara be ; 
It was like her, it was she. 



When he heard the sad bell toll. 

The iron entered to his soul ; 

When he saw the sad train wind, 

A sickly sense o'ercame his mind ; 

When the grave gaped, he was there. 

With a wild and bloodshot stare : 

The dark grave ! where the eye avails 

But to see the coffin nails 

Gleaming thro' the sprinkled loam 

Of man's last and narrow home : 

But soon they gleamed but scant and few. 

And thicker then the piled earth grew. 

And then 'twas level as the rest 

Of holy earth's unmeasured breast. 

Poor Charles ! as thence he turned to go, 

Methinks he was well versed in woe ; 
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For years he had not seen this sister. 

But when she fled, oh! how he missed her! 

But Clara was more with him then. 
Than when she walked the ways of men ; 
And, till his death, shall she abide 
A spirit at her lover's side : 
He used to think the thin fleet cloud 
Was with her lovesome form endowed. 
That hovers in the heavens so gray. 
Around the stars, at set of day : 
He never saw his image gleam 
Beflected in th' unstable stream. 
But Clara's face was in the tide, 
And rose and rippled at his side : 
As from a picture she would look. 
On page of some old childish book. 
Where some familiar face appears. 
Drawn by the pencil of past years ; 
So deadly cahn, 'tis yet so like 
The life, that buried love can strike 
Its shoots once more, and ancient flame 
Can thrill thro' all the gazer's frame ; 
But as he looks, in mute despair 
He finds no sap, no fuel there ; 
The flower and flame of love must die 
Once more in tearful apathy. 
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Sometimes she came, and seemed to rave 
In all the cerements of the grave ; 
Her cheeks all stained and seamed with death. 
And twisting earthworms for a wreath : 
And, when her love had made escape 
At last from such a hideous shape. 
Two ghastly eyes would seem to shine. 
And watery tresses round him twine ; 
And drag him, with relentless will, 
Down gaping chasms all damp and chill, 
With not one sparkle to illume 
Their dark rotundity of gloom. 

But then he wooed Religion to his aid ; 

If Jesu pitied, 'tis well with the maid : 

Sweet saints have borne her with celestial car- 
riage. 

Who marry not, and are not given in marriage. 

Yet just those tear drops ; it was thine to press 

Such lovesome beauty in her last distress ; 

Safe in thy arms to hold th' eternal prize ; 

To smoothe her ivory limbs, to close her once 
bright eyes. 

JAMES STUART VAUGHAN, 

BALLIOL COLLSOB, OXFORD. 



J. CHILCOTT, PBINTEB, BSI8T0L. 



